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UNMASOU'D: 


STATE PUPPET-SHEW. 


Let's not, for Party Sake, incur Your Hate, 

For We're but Wooden Figures, Blocks of Stats, 
Mov'd by the Artiſt's Finger up and down, 

And mean no Harm to MIN IST ER, or CROWN; 
Then ſquare your Actions by this Dramma's Toil, 
For VIcE and VIRrus riſe in ey'ry Soil; 

The City, C—r—t, and Town (I dare aver t'ye) 
Are but one blended Scene of Vicz andVirrtus ; 
Where all Conditions more to Life appear, 

Than the great BLTUN DER repreſented here. 

But if our mimick Action gives Offence, 

And Want of Skill, be deemed a Want of Senſe ; 
If you're refoly'd we ne'cr ſhall more endeavour, 
I' improve by Cuſtom, and regain your Fayour ; 
Then, CoungriE Rs like, we'll mourn your loſt good Graces, | 


And, rather than be hiſs d, Rzs16Nn our PTAC Es. 
EviloG. 


L 0 N Y Al 
Printed for J. Irons near the Royal-Exchange. 
[Price One Shilling. 
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PROLOGUE 


Allants, ſome Moments hence, our Droll begins, 


I 4d ſhews each publick Fool his private Sins; 
The Grouad-wiork's Novel, which we build the Farce on, 
Me laſh the Vice, aud you may gueſs the Perſon, 


' If touch'd in Conſcience, then you ſhrink to hear 
The Crimes which Satire thunders in your Far, 
Farely unmask, and let your Sores be ſeen, 

Me ve Salve to heal you, whilft your Wounds are green: 
Yet, ſhould you flill proceed in ftubborn Guiſe, 

Hug the dear Folly, aud iudulge the Vice, 

Efe out your Lives in ſcandalous Purſuits, 

Foes to your Country, Penſionary Brutes, 

IV ith brandiſpd Pen th adventrous Bard eſſays, 

T's brand your NM. amel, and ſhame you into Grace. 


In ancient Da 5 whey gant Crimes prevail d, 
, hen Falſhood rear'd her Head, and Virtue fait d, 
Fith keen, inveclive aud impartial Rage, 
The daring Muſe reclaim d the vicious Age; 
The conſcious Monarchs trembled on their Thrones, 
And dreaded leſs the Sword, than Satire's Sous. 
May. thoſe light Scenes direct you in the Right, 
And mend the Follies we expoſe To-mght : 
Our Dramma's new, but may be juſtly ſaid, 


The firſt State-puppet Shew was erer play. 
The 
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The Curtain riſes, and diſcovers Sir Politick Blunder 
and Saphick. 


AN RS to the Gods, who've 
crown'd my elder Days 


With deathleſs Honours, and im- 


mortal Praiſe, 


S. Pol. 


Whoſe Influence ſhone upon my younger Prime, 
And promis'd fuller Joys in future Time; 

Wide's my Command, and Fortune 1s my Slave, 
Thus Heav'n rewards the Faithful and the Brave. 


Sap. Such patriot Breaſts ſcem Heav'n's peculiar care, 
Dropt down like Stars, t' illuminate our Sphere; 
Succeeding Times ſhall boaſt how firm you ſtood, 
How ſtaunch to Truſt, you ſtem'd a boiſtrous Flood, 
With Phebus ran a ſteady Courſe of Years, 
Whilſt the ſame Fire and Spirit {till appears; 


How 


4 


How Moſes like you broke our captive Chains, 
And turn'd our Defarts into fruitful Plains; 
Stopt the Carcer of Jehu's rapid Wheel, 
Oppos'd his Race, and foil'd his barbed Steel; 
Such Faith recording Annals ſhall unfold, 


And Bluuder live in monumental Gold. 


S. Pl. No more, the Bus'neſs of the Day comes on, 
Demands Diſpatch, and ſpeaks what muſt be done; 
Our Foes are numerous, and the grumbling Crowd 
Mix their Complaints, and like the Winds grow loud, 
Like Jove's Twin-planets we'll bear equal Sway, 
Fix'd Conſtellations of propitious Day; 

Yet here alone, we'll differ from his Race, 


They thine alternate, we conjunctly blaze. 


Sap. Oh! born to raiſe thy Country's Cauſe, 
To guard her Freedom, and ſupport her Laws, 
To brow-beat Truth, when inſolent and plain, 
She'd charge thy Conduct with illegal Gain: 
Succeſs attend the glorious Toll in Hand, 

Speed eviry With, and drain the fatten d Land 
But ſay, what Scheme (for thy exalted Senſe, 

Can cover Hell-born Fraud with fare Pretence) 
What ſhapeleſs Project, big with golden Gains, 
Employs thy Thought, and in thy Boſom reigns; 
Impart the Joy, and let it {till be known, 


That Saph and Blunder ſhall be ever one. 
8 1 3 Sir 


Es ) 


Sir Pol. To thee, whom Nature has ſo near ally'd, 
With brazen F ront-piece, and deſpotick Pride 
Whoſe thoughtleſs Looks betray that empty Space, 
Where NorTaixs reigns, and plays about thy Face: 
The Cauſe Tl ope, the Matter VI unfold, | 
With Mountain Hopes, that ſwell with 7'uns of Gold. 


Saph. Oh, Blunder! how my working Pallions 
move, 
At this kind Inſtance of fraternal Love; 
My Blood runs refluent thro? my trembling Veins, 


And ſomething whiſpers I ſhall ſhare the Gains. 


Sir Pol. Time and Occaſion may do wondrous 
Feats, 
Time ripens Miſchief, whilſt Occaſion waits; 
Till then, no more; for, lo! my Minioms throng, 
Thicken in Form, and juſtling crowd along 


In ſuppliant Poſture at my Shrine they bow, 


| Riſe with my gracious N od, or tumble Iow : 


So partial is tyrannick Mill for Powr, 
Can firſt diſplace, and then again reftore. 
Enter Lord Lackwit, Sr While Youngſter, Wal- 
Ingham, Osborn, h ing low. 
S. M hiſ. Hail! to the mighty Bluader of the Age, 


Whoſe Beauties ſhine thro? Courtly Lackwit's Page; 
He points to Lord Lackwit. 


Where 
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Where Virtue, trac'd by his Seraphick Pen, 
Proclaims Him fir /t of Bards, Thee firſt of Mea: 
With Cyinge obſequious, here behold we ſtand, 
With V alſingham and Osboru Hand in Hand. 
S8. ‚ Pol. Your Zeal my Lord, for my depending Cauſe, 
Gives you no ſmall Pretenſion to Applauſe ; 
The mighty Favour T with Pleaſure own, 
And thus adopt Thee for my P- n d Hon: 
Be twice Five Hundred Ponds thy Annual Rent, 
Charg'd, without Tax, upon the 7 
But, had thy Pen been poignant as thy Sword, 
Thou'dſt then with Juſtice {one a matchleſs Lord. 

L. Lack. When Virtue, ſtain'd by factions Boo. 

. worms ſtands, | 

The Pen thould be employ'd, as well as Hands; 
| Satire ſhould then, impartially ſevere, 
Strike at the Guilty, nor be aw'd by Fear ; 
For Party Rage without Diſtinction raves, 
Mingling the free-boru Natives with the Slaves : 
The Boon confir'd far, far exceeds Delert, 
Duty prevaiPd, and I but did my Part. 

8. WH 2, Behold th' Avengers of great Blunder 8 

Name, 

The matchleſs Osborn, and fam'd al ſingbant! 
When Diſcord firſt began to found a Charge, 
Th Aſſault was furious, and the Breach was large, 
With equal Skill both took the Paper Field, 


And, tho repuls'd with Shame, would never yield. 


Sir 
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Sir Pol. Your Praiſe confirms em generous and 


bold, 
Nor ſhall ſuch Secret . want for Gold ; 
Ambition is the Vice of all Mankind, 
That, more or leſs, firſt taints the infant Mind; 
There, by Degrees, it ſwells with ripening Years, 
And thrives, till ſome invidious Fzend appears, 
Envies its Riſe, and, with malignant Force, 
Bellows revengeful Arms to check its Courſe: 
For this Craft triumphs, for this Sheer-wit ſings 
The Fall of Stateſmen, and the Fate of Kings. 


L. Lack, Vain is their reſtleſs * vain their 
Rage 
And vain their Doftrines to reclaim the Age: 
Thy Porr and Treaſure like a Storm deſcends, 
To blaſt their Hopes, and gain Thee fafler Friends. 
Thus the great King of Macedon prevail'd, 
And Bribes were uſeful, where his Virtue fail d. 
[Walſingham and Osborn preſent Sir Politick 
with a Petition, which he returns, aud order s 
one of em to read 
Sir, by Petition, humbly we implore, 


To ſnack ſome Part of your Peruvian Ore, 


Or elſe, by G---d, we never can write more. 


Our 
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Our Laudlord rags, and ſwears he'll lock the Room, 


Drawn upon Meſſieurs Smoakers, or Sir Frank, 


Will plump our Guts, nor make em look fo lank. 


Therefore the Ready, or the Cauſe muſt ffarde, 


( 9 ) 


Our I and Paper, like our Fits, conſume, 


And, if once padlocꝶd out, where can we come? 
Some little Bill, directed to the Bank, 


This is a Point, from which we ne'er can ſwerve, 


For who, if poorly paid, will ever ſerve ? 


In hopes Your Honour will not let us rue, 


. We've ſignd our Names (as much as we can do) 


And not uch more's expected, Sir, from Ton. 


L. Lack. Hence from his Seht, ye fiupid Sons of 
Want, 
Muſt you no ſooner ask, than he mull grant ? 
What ! this the Method to exalt his Fame, 
And make his Actions deathleſs as his Name ? 


Retire, nor let 


8. Py], -—-- Hold! hold! they write for Bread, 
Their Cries ſeem juſt, and Hunger mult be fed; 
The venial Service merits ſome Regard, 

And Pains, well executed, claims Reward. 

He gives em Money; 
Here, let me ſee how Gold inſpires the Muſe, 
"Tis a rich Cordial, and of Sor'reign Uſe ; 
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100 
Elates the Mind, and gives the Thought a Riſe, 
Makes Vice a Virtue, and a Virtue Vice: 
Blazon my Horth, gloſs ev'ry Failing O er, 
Leſſen my Faults, and aggrandize my Pow'r ; 
Thro? diſtant Climates let my Merit ring, 
My Motto chis, My Country, and my King: 
Here let my Cynduct, there my Faith be told, 
My ſmall Poſſeſſms, my Contempt of Gold; 
My Lo for D' Anvers, and my Hate to Strife, 
But not one Word of PExs10Ns for your Life: 
This, when I read the publick Papers o'er, 


Shall ſoon convince me if You merit more. 


Py my „FFF MAS 
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Adieu, and proſper 


Wal. .. Sir, we'll ne er abandon 
So firm a "ON whilſt we've Legs to ſtand on; 
And, tho? your Honor has ſupply'd our Call 
With Golden Ink, we'll dip our Pens in Gall. 
| [ Exenn:. 


S. Pol, My Spirits flag, my Blood forſakes my Face, 
I dread my Brother ſhould tate the Caſe ; 
His conflant Error, and excuſeleſs Fault, 

Is Mant of Judgment, and a Want of Thought; 

But what tho Nature han't beſtow d him Parts, 
My Pow'r can anſwer for his mean Deſerts : 
Tis true, the Points he treated on Abroad, 
Requir'd a Genus abſolutely Good; 


And 
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And where Perplexitzes confound the Mind, 


Ihe Brain grows addled, and the Senſes Blind: 


I'll move his Stay ; for ſomething pleads aloud 
To veil his Foible from the cenrring Crowd : 


Eier long we'll meet, till then, my Lord, adieu, 


I've ſomething here, | pointing to his Head] and ſhall 
provide for You. | Exit. 


L. Lack. That's well; now, now's the Criſis of 
my Fate, 


To ſhine ſome glorious Figure in the State; 


When Pride and Malice ſhewn their utmoſt Sil, 
] boldly ventur'd, and aſſum'd the QuzlI ; 
{lars and the Muſes ſure conjunctly met, 


Tatpir'd my Breaſt, and lent their mutual Heat; 
Thrice did the God of M. ar direct my Hand, 


Thrice I withdrew, and thrice was at a Stand ; 

At length m' enfeebled Spirits took a Start, 
O'ercome by Shame, and reach'd my trembling Heart; 
Siow-pac'd I mov'd, to take the bloodleſs Plain, 

For ſo much Valour ne er could fight in vain. 


Enter Sir W hiffle Voungſter. 
S. Mhif. Joy to my Lord, I bring g you welcomeNews, 


Shall point once more your Sword, nnd chear your 


Muſe; 


Deep in th immortal Blunder's Heart you dwell, 


Who weighs your Merit in the faireſt Scale; 


View the gay Trappings which with pompous Pride 


Shine on this faithful Breaſt, and grace my Side: 
[Points 10 has Pots Thoſe, 


Pw 
* 
2 
I 
* 
- 


— 


[ wn ) 


Thoſe, the Rewards of Private Service ſhew, 


From whoſe auſpicious Hands thoſe Honours flew ; 


Sheer-wit and Craft, moſt inſolenti loud, 

With land'rous Libel animate the Crowd : 

Thro' canter d Lines the ſubtle Poiſon ſpreads, 

And taints the Mind of ev'ry Fool who reads; 

Their Satire pierces like th envenom d Dart, 

And wings Infection to each Bigot's Heart: 

On thoſe black Scrolls employ thy piteous Eyes, 
[ Shews him a Craftſman, 


For when his Fame's ecclipsd, our Glory dies. 


L. Lack. No more, Sir V hijjle, tis decreed that 
they . | 

Shall quit the Field of Conteſt, or obey : 
The Pow'r's {till lodg'd within our Patron Hand, 
And, where the Law's in Force, who dares withſtand ? 
Mean time, let's argue, meet, conſult, adviſe, 
And ſearch, like Quacks, where the Diſtemper lies; 
One Private Audience blaſts his drooping Fane, 
And from the Secret V. olume blots his Name; 
Stript, like a Peacock, of his gaudy Plume, 
His Life ſhall languiſh in declining Bloom; 
Forlorn, abandon'd to his thriftleſs Wit, 


And een want Pow'r and Pleaſure to Corr. 


S. WW hif. Bravely reſolvd, then with anited Force, 


Well chace the Foe, and drive him from the Courſe. 
* | Exeunt. 
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The Scene opens, and diſcovers Sir Politick in a melan- 


choly Poſture ; he riſes and comes forward. 


S. Pol Oh ! what an Art, what Cunning it requires 
To baniſh Grandeur from our ſoft Deſires; 


| To breathe in Sounds melodious, ſoft, and ſweet, 


And lay the Purple at the Fair One's Feet? 
What Pow'r has Beauty over all Mankind, 
From the great Monarch, to the vulgar Hind ? 
LulFd in the Bliſs, the Soldier owns its Charms, 
Sinks in the ſilken Chain, and drops his Arms; 
Quits Lawrels, Conqueſts, and the duſty Field, 
Reſoly'd to make the ſtubborn Fair One yield : 
Such is my Fate, and ſuch the cruel Fair, 

I mourn in Sighs, and languiſh in Deſpair ; | 
My Staff, my Pow'r, my Treaſure I'd refign, 
To die in Tranſport, and to make her mine; 


But, lo! ſhe comes! and with majeſtick Grace, 


Out-ſhines the Morning-Star, and gilds the Place. 


Enter Daviſa, 
Hail, peerleſs Dame, to you, as to the Sun, 
When Perſians bow, I humbly bend me down. 


Da. 
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Dad. Honour and Virtue are my Life's Support, 
Eſtrang'd to all the Glories of a Court ; 

| truſt the latter to your Guardian Care, 

Yet diſapprove what I fo raſhly hear: 

Man's greateſt Crimes are Falſbobd and Deſign, 
They firſt adore, and then profane the Shrine. 


S. Pol Madam, when firſt my Love did impart, 
Thoſe killing Eyes betray'd a yielding Heart ; F 
In ev'ry Look conſenting Pity flow'd, | 
And lulbd my Sorrows, as my Boſom glow'd. 


Dad. My Looks unjuſtly you miſtake for Grants 13 
The ſilent Emblems of my fad Complaints; 3 
My ſtupid Gricf my Husband's ſad Diſtreſs, 5 
Have fix d a mournful Softneſs in my Face: 
Theſe are the plaintive Marks denote my Moan, 
And, ah! but faintly ſpeak th* imagin'd Boon. 


S. Pol. This, like a Spirit, chaces Want away, 
He takes out 10001. Bank Note. 
Diſpells the Clouds of N ight, and brings on Day: 
Regeive this Pledge, this trifling Scrap of Gain, I 


He gives it her. _ | 
Tl Time permits, and we embrace again. 


Exit Dayila, k 
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Euter Lord Lackwit and Sir Whiffle Voungſter. 
S. M hif. The Cauſe is loſt, the luckleſs Day 


demands - 


Imtfiediate SUCCOUY S from the Heart and Hands: 
Fortune at length has turn'd th* ane ven Scale, 
The Yeas are vanquiſh'd, and the Nays prevail. 


S. Pol. Haſte, my Lord Lackwi, to the ſcribbling 
Crew, 
Sumerion their Force, and let em join with You. 
Hark! how the Streets reſound the Cong or Nane, 
To their great Honour, our eternal Shame ; 
a Urge ev'ry Reaſon in your Patrow's Praiſe, 
. Urge ev'ry Reaſon in the Foe's Diſgrace; 
1 Cover each doubtful Sentence thick with Art, 
Enforce the Judgment, and attract the Heart ; 


ge with an unbounded Power, 

And run the Round of Malice o'er and o'er, 

Till Fadon, aw'd by Power, declines her Place, 

And ſues for PAR DON by ſome ACT of 


GRACE. 


Let Satire ra 
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EPILOGUE. 


| V _ my kind Friends, you've ſeen whaz Ir 


i 


can do, | 
New your Opinion of the "ONE 
Nor Belles, nor Beaux, adorn our fi mmple & cene, 5 
The Draught mere N ature, and the Story platt, 
Let's not, for Party-Sake, mcur your Hate, 
For We're but Wooden Figures, Blocks of State; 
Movd by the Artift's Finger up and down, 
And mean no Harm to Miniſter, or Crown: 
Then ſquare your Actions by this Dramma's T ol, 
For Vice and Virtue riſe in ev'Ty Soil; 
The City, Ct, aud Town (J dare aver t ye) 
Are but one blended Scene of Vice and Virtue; 
IV here all Conditions more to Life appear, 
Than the great BLUNDER repreſented here. 


But, if our mimick Action gives Offence, 
And Want of Skill, be deem'd a Want of Senſe; 
If youre reſolvd we ne er ſhall more endeavour, . 
"46 improve by Cuftom, and re-gain your Favonr ; 
hen, Courtiers like, We'll mourn your loft good Graces, 
And, rather than be hiſ#d, Resi6x our PLACES. 


FINIS. 


